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Prelude 


Author's Notes: 

This was originally for the BIFFNO challenge, but school and work and other shenanigans got in the way. This is 
a crazy, out-there AU. Although, | would rather consider it an AR (alt. reality). My initial concept is that this 
is a far-fetched outcome of what would happen is Sav took the pro. football opportunity, used the money to 
go to U of Sheffield in the science field, the rest of the boys following suit, and them all sort of managing to 
be thrown together. With that being said, this takes place in 2016. (| also just really, really, felt the need to 
write some sci-fi/space horror.) I'm a Mech. Engineering student with a love for astrophysics, so if later on in 
the story | get too passionate with my wording, let me know! It doesn't look too bad in this [prologue], but the 
science lingo gets pretty thick later on. Anyways! Yeah! Enjoy this! It's a bit short, but the following sections 
will definitely make up for it. 


With every breath | breathe, my lungs weep as they singe on the foreign air. 


| can't blame them. It's not their fault that they can't process these unidentified gaseous elements. These are 
elements that even I'm not aware of, nor would anyone from Earth. These are elements that hold enough 


promise to trick the system into thinking it's the mishmash of oxygen and hydrogen and nitrogen and helium 


that we are used to, but it's far from that. Its not fatal, or at least not instantly, but it's not habitable. It's 
the environment that pushes a species to either go extinct or to grow a new pair of lungs that can 


comfortably process this.. whatever it is. 


They said that TH-E3E5 is inhabitable for organisms that thrive off of oxygen See: You and Me. They said 
that the concentration of methane is high enough to be toxic. You'll choke on the very air. | would know, | 
wrote a dissertation on it. | spent four years studying this environment only to come to a first-hand 
conclusion that it is false. Whatever this is that I'm breathing only resembles methane, and as you can tell, l'm 
not dead nor choking. Not yet, more or the less. 


They also said that the UV radiation is enough to burn you alive. TH-E3E5 orbits S-07, an aging supergiant 
star that is at the cusp of its blue phase, readying to enter the orange, so that the UV rays it emits are still 
detrimental. In 500 years, possibly, it will produce a rice, dim light. And then, five thousand or so years will 
pass, and it will enter the red phase. The happy life-sustaining phase of E3E5 shall end before biology can even 


begin to work its magic. 
Five thousand years isn't a very long time in the scope of evolution 


Once again, another conclusion | made has been proven false. Although, not entirely. The UV rays are strong 
enough that my arms are already beginning to tan and freckle, although l'm having to rotate with putting the 
Torn remains of my suit on-and-off to reduce the chance of blistering. Put it on, gets too hot. Take it off, now 
my skin is going to fry. It's a cycle. A bloody tedious, horrible cycle. My helmet is tucked under my arm, the 
visor shattered and therefore useless in its intention. But, like the spacesuit, it finds its way back onto my 


head every once in a while. 


From prior research, | know that TH-E3E5 takes roughly three Earth-days to complete a turn on its axis. This 
is due to the size of the planet, which is approximately five times the size of Earth, and its speed of rotation, 
which is due to another flurry of physics-related reasons that | was never paid to research. That was 
Savage's job--the trajectory engineer with a concentration in astrophysics. Everything | know about that 
subject can be acquainted to him, from us both sitting in the Physics for Scientists and Engineers lecture at 
The University of Sheffield in our first year and me whispering for clarification every three minutes, to the 
all-nighter study sessions in the dorm rooms that lead more to me giving him lessons in biology, to the 
instances in our research careers when he would ramble for an hour about how he applied so-and-so's theory 
to the Conservation of blah and the end result was that it made complete sense that he should build an engine 


in the living room of our flat. 


| stop for a moment, looking down at the violet sand of TH-E3E5. The arbitrary amount of years of being 
shrouded in heavy UV light has dyed the sands of E3E5 a violet colour. To an Earthling, it looks unnatural. But 
to the extremophile cells that dwell on this planet, this is normal. The orange and dust-coloured sand dunes 


we're used to seeing would look just as surreal to them. 


That is, if single-celled organisms even had a concept of surrealism. 


| don't want to think about him. Or Collen and Campbell and Allen. But not him. | can't do it. The look of pained, 
confused fear on his face from the other side of the glass that can only be obtained from being unconscious 
in the cyro-locker for three days and waking up prematurely to your ship on fire. The way he flinched when | 
slammed every nearby object onto it in a futile attempt to shatter it. The cruise control® gel leaking out of 
his nose and through the corners of his mouth, coloured pink from the mix of blood. My realisation that 
without that substance in his system while being locked inside, there was no chance for survival, and | 
absolutely lost it. His realisation, and the controlled demeanour he took on, leaning back so that the shadows 


covered his face. Like a wounded animal retreating so that it can find solitude in its final moments. 


The reflection of the flames in the glass. That "Oh fuck" moment when | remembered the pure-hydrogen 
storage room only being around three yards away, and that the fact that it hadn't exploded yet was pure 
fluke. 


| have a Bachelor's in Biochemistry, a masters in Molecular Biology, and additional minor studies in Sociology and 
Music. And with all this information combined, my own personally patented theory is that, despite the 

evolutionary gap, humanity is the same as every other animal. When it comes down to it, we are all selfish and 
survival-driven. No amount of philosophy and art and invention and scientific discovery can change the fact we 


act out of fear. 


| ran. | left him in the cyro-locker and | ran past Collen and Campbell, who were both manning the controls, 
trying to execute a safe landing with faces shining with sweat from the heat of the moment and from the 
heat of the fires with severity they are oblivious to. Allen, nowhere to be seen. The open air-lock. Maybe 
twenty feet to the surface, speed already slowed down to around IOmph. They could do a rough landing now 
and haul ass off the ship, but they aren't aware of the hydrogen breach like | am. 


"Elliott, what are you doing?" Coller's eyes met mine. | was standing right in front of the open air-lock, both of 
my hands on gripping each side of the frame. | was trying to calculate how much force my suit can take from 
a landing like this. If its worth actually doing what a captain and commander is supposed to do, to stay with 


my crewmates. My former classmates. My bleeding family. 


| didn't do it because | fear death, | did it because | know, one way or another, this is the day | die. And | would 
rather it be alone, a smear against the sands of this desolate planet, than alongside my innocent brothers who 
| doomed. 


| placed three fingers against the glass of my visor, where my lips would be, and use the same hand to wave. 
Then | jumped. 


And the Best Captain in the Universe Award goes to.. 


"Cruise control" is the slang term for a glycoprotein-enzyme based mixture that is ingested orally, specifically for 
undergoing an induced coma in a cryo-locker. The mixture binds fo various internal mucous membranes and 
secretes a gel that coats the insides. The enzymes in the mixture have their own form of negative feedback 


receptors, which allow for a very primitive form of homeostasis to take place, which helps aid the internal organs 


from ceasing function in the extremely cold temperatures, and lack of usage, from being in the locker. After the 


user becomes conscious and leaves the locker, the mixture is typically rejected via vomiting 


To be continued.. 


